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nesses, human and subhuman, to which she has given birth, the
earth might have touched with a vibrant inspiration this particu-
lar child of hers, who at twenty minutes after twelve handed up
his ticket to the station-master and set out along a narrow dusty
March road towards Brandon Heath. That she did not do this was
due to the simple fact that the man instead of calling upon her
for help called habitually upon the soul of his own dead mother.
Jealous and exacting are all the gods, and a divided worship is
abhorrent to them.
John Crow had given a hurried, suspicious sideways glance,
before he left the platform, at the group of fellow-travellers who
were gathered about the heap of luggage flung from the guard's
van. They all, without exception, seemed to his agitated mind to
be attired in funeral garb. He himself had a large band of crape
sewn upon his sleeve and a black tie. "I'm glad I ran in to Mon-.
sieur Teste's to buy a black tie," he thought as he met the wind^on
the open road. "I never would have thought of it if Lisette hadn't
pushed me to it at the end."
John Crow was a frail, thin, loosely-built man of thirty-five.
He had found himself a penniless orphan at twenty. From that
time onward he had picked up his precarious and somewhat
squalid livelihood in Paris. Traces of these fifteen years of irregu-
lar life could be seen writ large on his gaunt features. Something
between the down-drifting weakness of a congenital tramp and
the unbalanced idealism of a Don Quixote hovered about his high
cheek-bones and about the troubled droop of his mouth. One
rather disturbing contradiction existed in his face. There was a
constant twitching of his cheeks beneath his sunken eye-sockets;
and this peculiarity, combined with a furtive, almost foxy, slant
about the contraction of his eyelids, contrasted disconcertingly
with the expression in the eyes themselves. This expression re-
sembled one particular look, as of a sea-creature without a human
soul, that Scop as gives to his creations.
A cold blue sky and a biting east wind were John Crow's com-
panions now as he took the bare grass-edged road towards Bran-
don Heath. The raw physical discomfort produced by this wind,
and the gathering together of his bodily forces to contend, with
it, soon brought down by several pegs the emotional excitement